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Vtme, She hath nd tongue to calljfior hands to wa(b, 
And fo lets leaucher to her filent walkes. 

Chiron, hnAt^trtmy caufe,I (hould goch*“^— 
P^wf^.Ifthouhadft hands to helpt thecki 
Enter Marcus from bunting. 

Who is this my Ncecc that flies away fo fafll 
Cofenaword, where is your husband ? 

Ifldodreanae would all my wealth would wake me, 

Ifl doc wake, fome Planet ftri kerne do wnc, 

That I may flumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Ncecc, what fterne vngent’ 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body 
Of her two I ranches, thofc fweet ornaments 
Whofc circling fliadowcs, Kings haue fought to fleepe in, ^ 
And might not gainc fo greata happines 
Ashalfcthy lo-ic; Why dooft not fpeakc tome ? 

Alas, a ernnfon riuer of warme blood, 
Likctoabublingfountaincftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comrning and going with thy honny breath. 

But fu>'e fome 7'erew/ hath denoured thee. 

And kaft thou (houldft deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy face for Ihartie. 

And notwithflanding all this lolFe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifliiing fpouts. 

Yet doc thy chccUcs looke red asTaMMJ face, 

Blulhing to be encountred with a clowde. 

Shall I fpcake for thee, (hall 1 fay tis fo ? 

Oh that i knew thy hart, and knew the beafl, 

That I might railc at him toeafemy minde. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen flopt, ^ 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders v\ berc it is, 

Fairc Phtlomel/rdse but loft her tongue, 

Andin atedious faroplcr fowed her mindcf 
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Butloiiely Neece, that meane is cut ftom the^' 

A craftier Tw/Bshaft thou met, 

Andhe hath cut thofc pretty fingersoff. 

That comI d baue better (owed then Philomel. 

Oh had the tnonftei feene thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpen Icaues vpon a Lute, 

And make thefilken ftrings delight to kifle them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Which that fwcet tongue hath made : 

He would hauedropi bis knife and fell afleepe,' 

As Cerberus z% the Thracian Poets fcctc. 

Comelet vs goe,and makethyfathcr blinde. 

For fuch a (ikht will blinde a fathers eye* 

Onehouresftorme will drowncthe fragrant meades,' 
Wbatwill whokmonthsoftearesthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backc,for we will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourningeafe thy mifery. EXemt 

Enter the Judges an^Senatouft vithTitus two fonnet bounds 
pnjfingonthe Stageto tbep/aceof execution, and T‘itus going be» 
fort pleading, 

Tttus. Heare roe graue fathers, noble Tribunes flay, 

For pitty^if mine a ge, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrcll (bed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee, 
Fillingthcaged wrinkksinmy checkes, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

Androniettp tyeth dew ne, and the Judges pajft by him, 
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